asked no fees for either sanctuary or sympathy or advice, and all were
found there.

Paulina went seldom enough. Lilian tittered whenever she heard the
name mentioned. But Nikolashka went any evening he could spare,
telling Frossia that just being there made him feel cheerful for several
days. The other habituds were a necessarily motley crowd, some ci-
devants among them, also workmen from the Gutuevsky, Putilowsky,
and Baltiysky Works, scavengers, students, ex-army officers, pallid
women who drifted in and out, silent and timid. They had two rooms
for their use. Elena Ivanovna and the canaries had the third. Elena
Ivanovna had pushed all the bulkier furniture into her own warren.
The club premises had chairs, sofas, and armchairs. There was no
electric light, and the hostess was sparing with her candles, allowing but
one for each room.

They went there to relax after their day's varied experiences. Some
were so poor that they could not afford any syrup. Some sat tense as
though they were waiting for urgent hostile steps to thump across the
cobbled yard. The Tcheka had indeed once visited Elena Ivanovna,
and they left satisfied that no counter-revolutionary schemes were being
hammered out on her humble anvil. 'They were quite polite/ narrated
Elena Ivanovna, 'but they left the place so untidy. They looked for
bombs and literature. They found nothing really. But they took away
twenty volumes of the Lives of the Saints. I was not sorry to see them
go. Big books take so much room.'

Elena Ivanovna still conformed to ancient usages. She bought oil
and candles, and burned a lampade in front of Our Lady of Kazan.
Sometimes she would be found deep in prayer, but she went to church
seldom and spasmodically. Altogether she was an oddity. Round-
shouldered, ungainly, with her pale broad face and peering blue eyes,
she outwardly suggested a typical 'popadia* priest's wife, placid,
somnolent, and afraid of the least activity. You could imagine her
seated in front of a copper samovar, slowly pouring amber tea into big
glass tumblers, sucking a piece of sugar, and listening to some pointless
and interminable story brought in by an ecclesiastical neighbour. *I
should never have married a priest,' she confessed to Frossia once, *I
did grow fat. I could do nothing else to resemble the rest of them.'

The club had merely happened. It lived on by shared thought.
Tumblers and mugs of pink coloured liquid in their hands, men and
women and young people sprawled on chairs and on the thinly
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